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FIFTH STORY.

FIRST DAY.

-
»—

CAST OF CHARACTERS.

LEILA AUSTIN, the pretty daugh-
ter of a wealthy father.

MRS, AUSTIN, her
mother.

TOM CARTER. a poer but able
mining engineer.

HALSEY BRENT, a not over-
scrupulous yeung millionaire,

NELLIE COLLINS, a gossipy
chum of Leila Austin,

worldly

-
-

Leila Austin, during her 23 sheltered
years as a well-to-do man's only daugh-
ter. had never known an ungratified wish.
“Poverty” =and “struggle” were mers
worda to her—words that carried no r’u.l
meaning. |

Perhaps that was why she refused Hal-
sey Brent and accepted Tom Carter.
Brent was rich and was growing richer
day by day. Carter was a mining en-
gineer, boundiessly rich In energy and
hope—and all but bankrupt In everything
else.

Mra, Austin spenttlong and profitless
hours In pointing out to Leila the advan-
tages of marrying Brent and the harde
ahips =he must face as the wife of a man
who still had his way to make. |

Leila listened patiently—and married
Tom Carter

Her father's wedd!ng gift to Lella was
a check for $10,000, more money than Tom
Carter had saved in all his hard-workins
life. She indorsed |t over to her husband
and, with it, Tom bought the controlling
interest In an Oregon seld mine.

This investment was not as rash as
leiln's parents and Brent thought The
mine was one Which Tom himself had
helped to develop and in which he had |
boundless faith By rare luck he was
abla to buy in the bulk of itas stock at ll
moment when the original promoters were
hard pressed for money.

“it's a gamble, dear,” |
“But then, so is everything in lifs. 1
know the region and know the mine |
There's a lot of pay ore under those |
gray rocks and it's only a question of
time when someons will strika it I'm
going out there and be my own superin.
tendent and manager combined. With
the money I've laid by from my =alary
I can keep the pay roll going. Any day
we may strike the right vein. And when
wa do! Well little sweetheart Easy
sireet will look like a slum compared
with our quarters. I'm going to rechris-
ten the mine, too. “I'm going to call It |
the ‘Lella A"

Leila’s eyes danced. Already she was!
beginning to build alr castles ag the!
wife of a muliti-mfllionaire mine owner. |
The naming of the mina in her honor |
peemed tha most delicious compliment |
ever pald her. Tom saw the glow in her

retty face and he went on more so-

Tly:

“It's only fair to tell you that it'll
be hard sledding for a while, dear.
Life out there In the wilderness Is ‘in |
the rough.’ T'll have to work early
and late and live in a two-room cabin,
most!ly on bacon and beans and sour-
dough bread If you come out theare
with me, that must be your life, too.
We won't be able to keep a servant— |
even If wa could get one in such a place. |
You'll have to do all your own work,
and—"

“It will be just like one long picnic!”
she declared. “I'll love 1"

It will be one long period of grinding,
lonely drudgery.” “ he corrected, “‘with
only our love for each other to brighten
ft. Think carefully before you decide.
Wouldn't It be better for you to stay
here, comfortably, and let me send for
you when I've made my strike? I—'*

“Stay here and let you go out there
all alone?” ghe gasped, in dismay. “Why.
Tom Carter, do you suppose I married
you to be a grass-widow? Where you
go. I go. Besides, it will be wonderful
to have our own dear lttle cabin and to
keep it bright and homellke for you; and
to be walting at the door for you every |
night; and to feel I'm doing my own
share toward helping you win your for-
tune. We're going out there, together,
my darling. And it will be tha happiest
honeymoon any girl ever had. Just think
how Jolly it will be to look back at when
we'ra milllonaires! I wouldn't miss |t |
for worlds. How soon can we start?’

The westward journey was n delight
to them both. They felt they were near-
ing the Promlsed Land. The two-room
shack, a half mile from the mine mouth,
among the towering Oregon mountains,
esemed to Lella a tiny paradise.

With a will, she set herself to learn-
ing her new dutles as frontier house-
wife. It was, as she had predicted,
“one long picnic.” The mountaln alr
Eave her an appetits that could digest
even her own first eforts at burned
cookery; and a vigor that carried her
through the far heavier tasks of
sweeping. scrubbing and clothes wash-
ing

Her gingham dress was a novelty.
So was har big husband's costume of
corduroys. flannel shirt and thick
boots. Even tha-damp, black recesses
of the mine were a fairyland to her.

Then, Imperceptibly—day by day,
waek by week—came a subtle change
in both bride and groom.

Tom's fiery enthusiasm for work
was not proof against months of 3=
couragemeant at the mine. Funds were
ebbing; the force of workers was
shortened; and not a sign of the prom-
ised gold was found.

With dogged determination Carter
tolled on; working twice ag hard as
any miner in his employ. But it was
the bulldog determination of a beaten
man who will not confess defeat. No
longer did he feel the jovous zest of
a fortune seeker; but rather the spirit
of a pugilist who, hopelessly out-
classed, clenches his testh and fights

he told Lefa |

2l on.
Lelia. too, was finding that “one
long picnic” may in time bear a
strange Tresemblance to “one Jong-
l nightmare.” The tasks that had at

first seemed a joke were now a dreary
reality.

To rise in the dark on a winter
morning when the mercury was 10 de-
grees below zero; to thaw water over
& smoky stove for cooking a tasteless
breakfast to bend hours over a
washtub, scrubbing oil-stained rough
garments;: to sweep and ascour Land
mend, from dawn to dark—this wak no
Paradise, at the least, to the gently
reared girl, but a foretaste of its op-
posite.

And Tom's lack of success began to get
on ber high-sirung nerves, even as his
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glumly discouraged face drew all the
liveliness and sparkle out of her heart.
She was very tired, very unhappy, ut-
terly diaillusioned. She grew careless
about her own aprearance and that of
her home. And her hands had become
red and coarsened.

So matters stood, one spring morning,
when a long-delayed letter reached™the
cabin. It was addressed to Lella and was
from Nellle Collins, the girlhood chum
who had been her bridesmaid.

Forgetting that the breakfast dishes
had not been washed and that the morn-
ing cleaning was still to be done, Lella
sat down to read the lengthy and ram-
bling letter.

As she read, the gosslpy scrawl of her
chum seemed to lift the tifed woman out
of her dull routine and to waft her back
to the fluff-brained gayety of earlier days.
The recital of Nellie Colling’ dally amuse-
ments and flirtations, the chat about peo-
ple they both knew, the latter's atmos-
phere of light-hearted carelessness—all
brought back vividly to Lella the pleas-
ant past that lay so far behind her.

She read slowly and with morbid relish,
| the entire rambling epistle.
|8he eame to a =cribbled postscript on al

Then, at last,

separate half-sheet. The postscript ran:

“TI hear your old sweetheart, Halsey
Brent, has cleaned up a million in a war
munition deal. Everything he touches
turns to gold.”

The silly lines burned themselves into|
they |

Leila Carter’s brain. In a rueh
brought back vislons of what might have
been her's, If she had not rejected this
richer sweetheart.

She looked dully around the squalid

cahin, with Its dust and {ts pile of un-,

washed dishes and the heap of solled
clothes that lay beside the unfilled wash-
tub. And her heart waa slck within her,

It isn’t falr!™ sghe muttered, half aloud.
“It {sn't falr!™

Broodingly she sat there, the
clutched in her hands, her pretty face
dark with angry discontent. She was
a drudge, an unpaid servant, the wife
of a despondent failure. And she might
%0 easily have married a man“who could
have lavished on her all the countleas lit-
tle luxuries that she had never realized
she cared for, until ghe had had to give
them up!

“love in a cottage!” she whispered,
“It's all well enough In poetry. But in
real life, it'=—it's horrible!"

Presently, with a sigh*she got to her
feet and crossed the room to the shabby
dresser that stood In a corner. Bhe
smiled evnleally at the unkept lmage
the dresser mirror revealed to her.

Then, thrusting the letter and the post-
#cript sheet into a half open drawer, =she
went back to her hateful task of dish
washing.

But today the routine of household la-
bar was ten-fold more irksome than evir

letter

hefore. Ever between her and her work
arose visions evoked hy Nellle Collin's

letter. A dogen times Lefln caught her-
#clf quoting the postscript’s words:
"1 hear vour old sweetheart, Halsey

| Erent. has cleaned up a million."”

There had been another line or two
after the postscript's end. But Nellie
had painstakingly crossed them out, Ink-
Ing away every syllable to make the
obliterated words wholly unreadable
This second postscript had read:

“Your mother tells me she and vour
father are starting from New York In
a day or two to pay you a fiying vieit
I'm sending my love by them.™

Nelile had belatedly remembered at
this point that Mrs. Austin had told her
the visit was to bhe a surprise to Lella.
Hence the careful erasure,

After an interminable time., the last of
the cheap, thick dishes was washed and
dried. Lugging a boller of hot water
from the back of the stove, Lella flled
the wooden washtub and proceeded io
toss carelessly into It the plle of solled
clothes,

The lifting of, the heavy boller was
acute pain to her tired back. The swirl
of stream from the tub set her to chok-
ing. She dreaded the labor of ruhbing
the rough garments over the washboard's
corrugated plane, She had not even
bothered to soak the wash over night.
Always, this housekeeping routine was
rank drudgery to Leilaa But, on this
particular Monday, with her mind full of
pletures evoked by Nellie's letter, she
found it unbearable. Flerce rebelllon
sprang up in her heart. She hated her
work. She hated her squalid home. She
hated everything—everybody,

The cabin door swung open and Tom
Carter tramped In—the mud on his boots
blotching the mone-too-clean floor.

"It isn’t time to get dinner ready,”
=ald Leila. deflantly, as she glanced at
the chimney-self clock. *“I'm—"

“T know It isn't,"" he returned, lfe-
lessly, as he threw his broad-brimmed
hat on a peg and slumped into the near
est chalr, “And we'll be lucky if we get
any more dinners at all*

“What's the matter?™ she asked, sharp-
I¥: nettled by his weary hopelessness.
“A cave-In?"

*Yes,"” with a mirthless laugh. “'a cave-
in. A ecave-in of all our eilly hopes and
our fool's paradise dreams. We're hroke!"

“Broke?"

*“Yes. dead broke. We've gone as far
as we can on the cash we've got. The
gold ia there. I'd stake my life on that.
It's there! And with capital we could
get to It. It may lle only one day's work
farther into the rock. Or It may he a
year's work farther In. But it's beyond
us. My cash has given out. 1 can't ask
for credit, for I've got none. Ang 1
don’t know how much longer it would
take to strike the pay-rock. Bo I've got

to quit. I've just told the men mo. 'To-
morrow’'s our last day. That winds up
the week. And I'll have just enough

cazh to meet the pay roll

“And after that?' asked Lella, wip-
ing her wet hands on her apron and
turning away from the tub,

“After that?" echoed Tom, miserably.
“After that I'll try to berrow cash to
get us East and hustle around. for a
new job at $35 a week.”

Something in the overwrought girl's
brain seemed to snap. Here, then, was
the end of the golden dream! Instead
of returning to New York as multi-
millionaires in their own private car,
she and Tom would slink back without
& penny; and they must start life on a
petty salary in the city where she had
lived as a rich man’s child.

Sudden anger flarked up within her.

“1 won't stand it!" she raged. °T
won't stand ft!"

““Hush, dear!” he soothed her. *“Don’t
take it llke that. We have each other.
And—"

“And nothing else!" she Interrupted,
beslde herself with furry, “You've cheat-
ed me! You've robbed me! You've stol-
en my youth, my prospects, my happi-
ness! And ‘ve stolen my money!"

“Your—wiat?" he said, unbelieving.

My money!” she cried, shrilly. “The
$10,000 my father gave me. It was my
own money.. You cajoled me into putting
it into your worthless mine! Where is

:_r. ~ Tom Carter? Give it back'|
me!"
Her husband was staring at her,

aghast,

He rose and went hurriedly toward his
wife, his arms outstretched. But she
| recolled from him, crying hysterically:

“Don't touch me! Give me back the
$10,000 I put Into your empty mine!™
w pititully little
L] more ex-
| perienced he would have understood that
| Leila needed only a good cry and per-
Jhapaumormotnbmu rest or
change of scene,

She was tired, hysterical, unhappy, and
all this had changed her, for the mo-
ment, into a peevish child. Her outburst
meant nothing more than that, as any
woman would have known.

But Tom was only o man, and more-
over, an lnexperienced one, To him the
flery tongue lashing was terribly real
and tragic. Lella had turned on him, had
charged him, almost in 80 many words,
with outright dishonesty. And her ac-
cusation awoke in him a proud anger
hnt lay too deep for immediate speech.

Without a word he went over to a
wall cupboard, rummaged in it and re-
turned to the sobbing girl with a sheaf
of papers.

“Here are the stock certificates for the
mine,” he sald, forcing himself to an
outward semblance of ‘ealm. “They ure
muade out In your name, all of them.
Every share js yours. And the mine .is
yours. 1 didn't tell you, because I wanted
it to be a surprise to you when the 'Leila
A' made our fortunesa.'*
| *“Tom!"

“If we had struck it rich the whole
thing would have been yours" he went
on unheeding. All my work, all my hopes
were for you; not for myself, The mine
was bought with your cash. And it Is
vours by rights. I'm not the type of
man who lives on hls wife's money, Take
these certificates. Some day they will be
worth a hundred times thelr face value,
If ever we can get Eastern capftal in-
itrrm-.-d in the mine, you will have all
the wenlth you once planned that we
| both were to enjoy. It'll be yours. In
the meantime, If T can save enough out
of my salary to pay back the $10,000 to
vou, 1'll do it. Those are the only amends
I can make."

"Tom!" ahe walled, all her babyish re-
sentment dying down. “Tom! I'm so
sorry. darling! Please forgive me' I was
Just upset and nervous. Won't you try
to forget It, please? And I didn't mean
what T said. T want you to keep the cer-
tllcates *

For answer he took up the sheaf of
P pers. crossed to her dresser and put
the n into its top drawer,

"'uey are yours, REeila,"
“Yoi© must take them. I've put them
in tiere for you. I'm only sorry you
think I have been dishonest toward you.*

“DMshonest?™* she wept. her arms about
his neck. “Why, Tom, you are the
most honest, most honorable man in the
whole world Oh, won't you please for-
give me™

He could not resist the caress, nor the
tear-stained, appealing face. Clasping her
close to his heart, he kissed the little
mouth and begged her not to cry, but
to help him bear pluckily this new stroke
of ill lrk.

So engrossed were they in thelr re-
conciliation that they did not hear a
buckboard rattle up to the gate. Only
a draft of outer air told them the cabin
door had been opened. They turned to
see Lella’s father and mother standing
on the threshhold.

Mr. Austin's wrinkled face was alight
At the Joy of seeing his only child again
and at witnessing her dellght at her
parents’ surprise visit. But Mrs, Austin's
gaze had traveled past her daughter,
and she was surveying the dingy and
ill-kept room with amazed disgust,

With a cry of welcome, Lella ran for-
ward to greet the newcomers.

In the pleasure and excitement of the
reunlon she did not notice her mother's
very evident repulsion at her surround-
Ings. Not until Tom had carried Mr.
Austin off to look at the mine did the
older women speak her mind. But then
she did so, very clearly and emphatically.

“Leila,” she began, “if I had dreamed
this wns the way vou had to lve 1'd
never have had a peaceful night's rest.
From your letters I imagined you were
in a rose-covered cottage with every
comfart you ecould want"

“T have overything 1 need ™
her daughter, loyally.

“You have a hundred times less than
any longshoreman’'s wife,” poaitively
dented Mrs. Austin. “This i= not a
rcottage, it is a hovel—a squalid, miserable
hovel. And after all the loving care we
took to shield our lttle girl from priva-
tions! I can't bear to think of your Hv-
ing ke this.™

“If T ean bear it," returned Leila, with
forred gavety, “yvou ought to be able to.™

“RBut you can't”" retorted her mother,
“You've lost flesh, There are hollows un-
der vour eves. Young hands—oh, your
pretty little wiite handa!— thev are all
ted and calloused and splayed out of
ghape. Your shoulders are getting bent
and—and—Leila, there's no use argulng!
This has ®ot to stop. 1 won't let you
kill yourself out hers in this wilderness,
You're coming back home with us. This
very day!""

“No!" refused Leila, albeit the tempta-
tion gnawed keenly. “No. T can't. Tom
needs me so! FHe {8 unlucky and—"

“He will be unluckler,” finished Mrs,
Austin, “when he has a sick and help-
lesa wife on his hands. And that's what
|he'll have, too, If you don't get a rest
and a change. Another month of this
and you'll be i1l. You weren't bullt for
drudgery, any more than a butterfly Is
built te draw a plow. For Tom's sake
as well as for your own,"” she urged, art-

I—

he sajd.

declared

fully, "come back with us! Just for a
visit. It wiill he the paving of your
health.'

To tight back the craving to ery out,
“Yes! Yes! Yes!" the girl turned to the
tub and began Her neglected week's
washing. The first garment she chanced
to draw forth from the suds was one of
Tom's big flannel shirts, [t was unwield-
Iy¥, and she handled it awkwardly. Af
sight of the dripping shirt Mrs. Austin
cried out:

“FPut that down! Put it down, dearie’
You shan't do such work! I won't have
ft! 1

Tom Carter, with Mr. Austin, eame in
from their visit to the mine. Mra. Austin
ran to her hushband. .

“l want Leila to come back with us!
she excinlmed. "“Help me persuade her."

“My place i3 here,” faltered Lella

“Your place will be in bed with a dan-
gerous illness,” returned Fer mother, "it
this sort of thing goes on. Tom, can't
you see how worn out and miserable she

is? You'll let her go back with us for a
visit, won't you? It will do her worlds
of good."

“I1f 1 were consulted, Mr. Carter,” put
in Leilas father, grimly, "I should say:
‘Let her come back home with us for
good." As long as thers was any hope
of your mine paying it was different.
1 But the mine Is a failure. Your supefin-
tendent admitted that to me himself just
now. And—"

“The gold is there" sald Tom, dog-
gedly, "if we could get at it.*_

“But you ecan't. And the mean-
time you swore to che and protect
this little girl of ours. Is it ‘cherlshing
and protecting” to let mer kill herself;
glaving away as she has done In a hole
like this? Let us take her hgme. Care
and the right surroundings 1 wark
wonderg for her. Be unselfish, man!"

“‘Spe can go,” vouchsafed Tom, after
a moment's unhappy reflection. “She
can go. But only for a visit. Let that
be understood.
my feet she ig,to

“Yes; indeed!"" the delighted

Leila. “T'll always come back to you,
Tom. Always. Whenever you send for
me."” _ -

Four weeke later Tom Carter strode
into his cabin, shouldérs erect, face

3
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scrawled letter.

i own sweetheart,” he
wrote. “Great news! Glorlous news!
Wonderful news! I haven't written be-

fore because I vowed I'd wailt until I
could send good news. You've had too
much of the other kind from me.

“After you left for New York I called
the men together and had a heart-to-
heart Dutch-uncle talk with them. I
told them I hadn't a cent, but that I
was enough of a mining expert to know
there was gold somewhere In the ‘Leila
A’ if only we could blast our way
through to it. I asked them to take a
chance with me for three n.muthl. with-

out pay; promising them ble wages
for the whole time, if we should strike
gold.

‘They accepted, after a lot of persua-
slon, And for the past four weeks we've
worked as we never worked before.

“Today—just one hour ago—we blasted
our way into a vein that's fairly bristling
with high quality ore. It's a bonanza,
sweetheart! The biggest strike of the
decade

“It'Il be a matter of milllons for us.
There's no longer a shadow of doubt.
It's the real thing."

He wrote a8 dozen lines more; trying to
put into wordg his rapture at the discov-
ery and his loverly eagerness to see Leila
again. L

Then, folding the letter, he looked
about for an envelope. He could find
none, His search brought him at last to
the dresser. This had been Leila's, and
he had not had heart to open it since she
left him. But now he began ransacking
the several drawers,

He did not find the envelope he sought,
but he found something else. In the top
drawer,®among some clothing, Lefla had
left behind her in her hurried packing,
he happened upon a crumpled half sheet
of paper—the silly postseript of Nellie
Collins® letter—the postscript that told of
Halsey Brent's good fortupe.

Tom's eya was caught by the words:

“Your old sweetheart, Halsey Brent'—
He read and reread the whole scrawl.

Long he stood there, moveless, thé scrap
of paper in his hand; while the gladness
and hope died out of his bronzed, un-
shaven face to be replaced by a scowl of
doubt and of jealousy.

He was roused from his gloomy reverie
by the jolting of the rural free dellvery
buggy as it drew up at the gate.

Lelia's thrice-a-week letters had been
the only bright spols in Tom's loneliness,
Eeagerly he seized the one letter the
postman left for him today. As he look-
ed at its superscription his expectancy
turned to chagrin. For the letter was
not from Leila, but from her mother. He
opened it and read:

“My Desr Tom: | am writing this on mr
own responsibility and without Leila's knowledgs,
Bhe s slowly recovering from that horribie
lifs out there in the wilderness. But the doo
tor agrees with us that she must never. never
€0 back to it. That is why I mm writing you,

"1 asume that you are not altogether seifish
and ihat jon have Islla’'s welfare st heart.
Her experiencs in the West proves how (i
fitted she is for the brutally rough existance
of & peor man's wifa And, pow that the
mine Las failed, you are hopolesaly poor and
are likely to remain w0

UAre you going to foree my fragile, delicately
nurtured daughter to go ou sharing your poverty
acd bhardshipe! If you do, she will dle; or
at the wvery least, she will beeome an jnvalid.

YOr are sou man eneugh to give your wife
her freedom, a0 that she may sometime be
able to marTy & man who can give her the care
and the luxuries she craves?

“If you truly lore her—if her best welfars
means anytliing st all w you—thers can be
but one reply to these guestions. You will
®ive her up to retrieve her one miserable mis-
take, b narrving a» ber interest and (I think)
Lier heart dictate.

“Think this very carefully, and let your
better pature guide you.,™
The letter's contents seemed to hurn

themeelves into poor Tom Carter's brain
In words of fire. He tore the paper into
a score of fragments Iin his Arst out-
burst of indignation. Then his eye fell
once more upon the posteript Nellie Col-
lins had written,

And at once he saw the Impulse be-
hind Mrs. Austin's cruel letter. Among
them these smug relatives of Lella's
were trying to make her forget him and
to marry her to a richer mard,

“A richer man!" snarled Tom, half
aloud. *“Halsey Brent is no richer than
the ‘Lella A' will make me. Nor one-
third as rich. The Austins will truckle
to me fast enough when they find I've
struck wealth In the mine! But it's
no time for writing or even for telegraph-
Inz. If I'm to save Lella from divorcing
me for Brent, I've got ta be un the
ground to fight my own battle!"

He flung a few clothes into a battered
sultcase, ran to the mine to give final
Instructions and swung abroad an east-

bound train three hours later,
He had counted so often eon this
triumphal return to New York! Yet.

now that the miracle had come to pass,
he felt no elation. He felt nothing
save a burninaly murderous rage agalnst
the people who were trying to rob him
of his adored wife.

Tom Carter's guess as to the state of
affairs was amazingly near to the truth,

Leilla's homecoming had been as the
return of a loved one who has nar-
rowly escaped a torturing death in some
cecident.  Fier parents and her friends
fiad sMowered her with attentions and
had sought in a thousand ways to make
up to her for what she had undergone.

Mra. Austin bought her a bewilder-
Ingly beautiful quantity of clothes, Her
father kept her supplied with spending
money beyond all reason. She was in-
vited everywhere and made much of.
Small wonder that she grew to regard
herself as a much-abused heroine; and
that the image of Tom Carter sometimes
grew dim and blurred!

One of Leila's first and most frequent
callers, at her father's home, was Hal-
¢ey Brent. Without presuming on his
old-time courtship or in any way over-
stepping the boundas of pleasantly for-
mal acquaintance, he contrived to make
hls respectful devotion quite clear to her
and to every one who saw them together.

Leila hed never loved Halsey Brent.
She did not love him now, And sho was
not even inclined to firt with him. But
she found it mildly pleasant to be sin-
gled out for attentions by this young Na-
poleon of finance for whom a score of
girls were angling.

Wherefore she allowed him to call
whenever he cared to—which was very
often. She let him sgnd flowers and candy
to her, She accepted Invitatlons ‘o
ride in his big town car and to take ten
with him whenever he wished. It was
Ul a delightful change from mining camp
tofl and squalor.

Mrs. Austin, more worldly-wise than
Ler daughter, was not minded to give
people cause for gossip about Lella. So
one day, when Brent called, she con-
trived to snatéh a few words with him
In private, before Leila came into the
living room.

“Mr. Brent,” she began abruptly, as
she greeted the caller. “You are com-
ing here rather frequently of late. As
a man of the world you must under-
stand that my daughter cannot afferd
to be put in a false position in the eyes
of our friends.""

He did not evade nor waste time in dip-
lomatic fencing, but answered frankly:

“Mrs. Austin, 1 have always loved your
daughter, You know that. 1 love her now
more than ever. Don't misunderstand me.
I've spoken no word of this to her. And
I shall not unill she is legally and mor-
ally free to listen to me.”"

“You mean that you—7?"

“] mean I want Leila to be my wife.
If she were happily married I should not
interfere. But I understand she is not.
Tell me—If she should divorée 'Carter,
would I have a chance?’ .t

“You would have my approval and her
father's," replied Mrs, Austin with ef-
fusive heartiness. “'We always hoped in
the old days that she would marry you.
Her choice was a bitter blow to us both.
I am glad you have spoken just now as

you have. And I shall do all I can to
help you."

“ls there a chance that she?—"

*“I have been working and planning
to that very end ever since we brought
her home last month. I am trying to
show her how much better it is to
have all the comforts and good things
of life, than to starve for love's sake.
And little by little, I think I am suc-
ceeding. There is one thing more I
can do for you—I will wirte today to
Tom Carter and plead with him to set
her free for her own sake. He has
g00d impulses. And he is unselfishly
fond of her. The right sort of ap-
peal may succeed with him."

“Thank you, ten thousand times!"
exclaimed Brent, clasping her hand
gratefully. “I am—"

He checked himself, for Leila's light
footfall sounded in the hallway out-
side.

After a few minutes of general talk,
Mra. Austin left the two young people
alone together. Bcarcely had she
gune from the room, when Lella turned
lmpetuously to Brent and sald:

“I'm so glad you came today. Be-
cause I want to ask a favor of you.
A big favor! I've been thinking it
over for two or three days.”

“You do me a gavor by giving me
the chance to do one for you,” was
his laughing reply. “What 1Is it?
Would you llke Grant's tomb for a
birthday present, or to have a street
ham after you, or?—"

“No,” she Interposed. "But the fa-
vor has to do with something that l=
already named for me—the ‘Lella A'"

“Carter's mine?' he asked, his brow
clouding.

“Yes. You know,
stock is made out
belongs to me. Tom says the mine
will some day be worth a lot of
money. But he can’y work [t, because
he has no capltal, So it's useless to
ue. And, meantime, he has no money
and no prospects, and he is eating
his heart out with loneliness and dis-
appointment off thers in the moun-
tains.'

I told you the
in my name. It

“But—"
“l want to start him in something
else, Something that will bring

quicker returns and give him a new
ambition in life. You are a Wall
street man. Dg you suppose you could
sell my shares in the ‘Lella A' for
$10,0007 ‘That's the favor 1 wanted
to ask you. I'll give the money to
Tom and he can put it in something
that will earn & living for us."

Halsey Brent was doing some extreniely
rapid thinking. He knew Tom Carter
was an authority on miues whose pro-
feasional judgment was highly prized. If
Carter said there was a fortune In the
“Leila A there was every reason to be-
lieve it was true. Many a rich mine had
falled for lack of capital to develop- it
Such investments appealed strongly o
Brent.

“I'll try, of course,” he sald, doubt-
fully. 'Let me make Inquiries on the
Street and call In & day or so to tell
you the result.”

“I'll be ever and ever so much obliged,”
answered the grateful girl. *It's splen-
did of you to be willing to try. My heart
aches at thought of my poor boy's un-
happinesa. 1 do want so much to help
him!*"

When he left the Austin house—after
an unusually brief call—-Halsey Brent
stopped at the nearest telegraph office
and dispatched a one-hundred-word tele-
gram to an Oregon® mine expert with
whom he had had business dealings from
time to time.

Two davs later he recelved the fol-
lowing telegram from the expert:

“"Made secret inspection of ‘Leila A’
mine, pretending to be looking for job
as blast operator., Rich vein has just
lLieen struck. From samples 1 secured,
promises to be bigrest gold discovery
of paslL ten yYears You will make no
mistake in paying anvthing up to .00 -
x) for it as it stands. Carter haa left
for New York '™

Carefully putting the telegram in his
Inner coat pocket, Brent set out for the
Austin house. His heart was beating
faster than mere love had ever been able
to make {t beat. Here was a financisl
game he relished playing, above all else
in life—the sort of game that had made
him a millionaire at 20,

For $10,000 he was about to acquire a
property worth several milllons—and all
through the business ignorancs of one
adorable girl.

While he walted for Lella in the liv-
ing room at the top of the front stircase
he pulled out his check book from his
inner pocket. His hand and brain were
not ego steady as usual, because of the
excitement that possessed him.

The check book’s corner stuck in the
Uning of the pocket. He pulled it out
with so sharp a jerk that three envelopes
tumbled out with it. Two of these fell on
the table and he picked them up in ner-
vous hasts. The third—a vellow envelope
—fluttered unnoticed to the floor beneath
a table.

Bitting at the table Brent filled In a
check for §10,M0 to the order of “‘Lella

Austin Carter.”” He was blotting it as
Lella herself came into the room.
“Good news!" he halled her, “'T've sold

your stock!"

“Good! Good!" she exulted.
a hundred times. It—""

“I had the very deuce of a time gstting
$10,000 for t," he continued. “But 1
pullled and argued a conservative old in-
vestor into buving it The only proviso
he made was that his name shouldn't ap-
pear in the deal. He says he can't afford
to get a reputation for ‘chasing wild-
cats.! So the transaction is to go in my
name. Here's my check. If you'll get the
certificates 1'll show you how 1o assign
the shares to me."”

He left her an hour later, the certifi-
cates in his pocket—a thrill of delight
surging through him at tHought of the
easily aequired wealth that had just come
to him. He stopped at a florist’a and sent
Leila a great armful of American Beauty
roses. Then, contrary to his custom and
by way of cele lon he dropped in at
his club for a cocktail before returning
to his office,

The flowers were delivered at the Aus-
tin heuse within a fow minutes Lella
buried her face in their fragrant mass of
petals, then handed them to a servant to
arrange in a vase.

The servant carried the vaseful of flow-
ers irto the living room and set {t on the
table there. As he did so one of the top-
heavy roses was jostled out of place and
fell to the floor. The servant stooped to
plek it up. His eye fel] on a vellow en-
velope, half hidden under one of the big
carved feet of the table,

He reached for the envelope—supposing
it had been overlocked in the daily dust-
Ing of the room. Then he saw |t was a
telegram,  addressed to Halsey Brent
Curiosity made him draw the message
from the envelope. Before he could read
it Leila came In.

Tod account for his action the man
handed her the dispatching, saying:

“1 just picked this up from under the
chair where Mr, Brent was sitting. He
must ‘a dropped it out of his pocket. It
seems to be a telegram."

Lefla took the gheet of paper he prof-
fered. Glancing idly at it she saw the
words, ' 'Leila A' mine.” In another
second she was eagerly reading the re-
port the mining expert had telegraphed
to Brent.

Again and again she read it, bit by bit,
beginning to understand the crafty trick
played by the man she had believed was
g0 devoted to her. .

“He—he knew there was an enormous
fortune in our mine!” she murmured,
dazedly. "“He knew it! And, knowing
that, he has pald me the $10,000. He has
cheated me, as a counterfeiter cheats a
feeble-minded 1 !  Worse—he
robbed Tom! He has made me rob Tom!"

Snatching up the telephone, she called
Halsey Brent's office. A clerk answered

“Thanks,

that Brent had not yet
“Tell him to come here

has| look.

returned.
at once! The

minute he gets to his office!" she or-
dered.

® “He must give back the stock to me!
He shall give it backy” she told herself,
flercely. ‘And then I'll never let him
speak to me agaln. And Tom!* her an-
gry eves poftemning, "Tom was right after
all! Darling old Tom! Our dream is
coming true—our golden dream—his and
mine!"

It seemed to Leila an unbelievably long
time before Halsey Brent's name was an-
nounced by the butler, although Brent
Had started uptown again the moment he
recelved her message on reaching his of-
fice.

He mounted the flight of hall stairs
and with a tender smile hurried inte
;l:a living room where Leila .uuueﬂ_

m.

But at sight of the girl's set face
and flashing eyes hiz smile faded Into
a look of puzzled wonder.

“What is {t7" he stammered. *“What
is the matter? You look ill. Are?—"

“Here is your ten-thousand-dollar
check!” she interposed harshly. “Take

it and give me back my stock certifi-
cates.”™

“The—the stock certificates? he
faltered, dumbfounded. “But—"
“The st*k you swindled mes out

of” she flared, losing her self-control
“The stock you stole from us. Give
it back! Give it back, I say!”

"But Leila, 1—"

“Here is the telegram you dropped.”
she hurried on. “that will save you
the trouble of a falsehood. I know|
the whole vile trick. And I want/
back my stock.” |

Her wvoice had risen as she reiter-|
ated her wrathful demands. Its sound
prevented her from hearing a ring
at the front door bell on the floor be-|
low and the opening and closing of the
door. |

“Take the check!” she insisted.|
“And give me back my ecertificates!™|

Halsey Brent was known in Wall
Etreet as o man who never lost his
head and who could not be staggered)|
by any sudden emergency. And hel
well deserved his reputation. After
the first momentary shock of Leila's
denunciation his quick brain not only
recovered Its poise, but eaw a way
to profit by the mischance.

“T'll gladly give you back the stock,
little girl,” he saild, pleasantly, as he
drew the sheaf ¢ certificates from his,

pocket. “But— you've got to earn
them.”
“Earn them™' she echoed, perplexed.
“Yes. You must promise to

me glorfously bhappy by marrying me,
Just as sgoon as we get rid of Carter |
for you. Do that and the stock is yours
for the asking'

He drew near to. her as he spoke
Before the horrefied girl could guess his |
Intent, he had caught her in his arms

“Just one kiss, to sesl the promise
he begged, “and—"*

“Let me go'’ You brute!
cried Leila,
herself.,

His clasped arms fell from about her |
shrinking body and he reeled back—under
the thud o: & smashing blow in the |
mouth.

Tom Carter. his tanned face distortad
with fury, had leaped into the room
and without a word had attacked his
wife's insulter.

Leila screamed at sight of the rage-
possessed man. But before she could |
intervene Carter and Brent wers close- |
locked in a death grapple

Up and down the room the two com-
batants fought, owerturning furmiture, |
reeline jagainst mirrors; striking and |
wrestling—two primordial animals, ma-—.|
with blood-lust,

By a series of savagely-dealt short-arm |
blows Tom at lazt drove hls foe be-|
fore him toward the hallway door. B
strove in wvain to hold his own against|
the husband’s terrific onslaught and to
hlock or dodge the blows that were show- |
ered upon his face and bod:

But even in his extremity Brent's wily
brain was at work. He remembered that
the steep flight of stairs from the front
hall ended almost at the living room |
door. If he could get out into the hall—
If he could get Carter's hack to those
slaira—a sudden rally might force his!
enemy backward and send him crashing
headlong down the whole flight

S0, even as he waged the unequal hat-
tle agalnst the stronger man, Brent con- |
trived to back directly toward the door
and thence out into the upper hall cloge
pressed by the victorious Tom

Once on the landing Brent changed hs!
tactice. Wheeling he so maneuvered as
to bring Tom's back to the stairway just
behind him. Then gathering all his fa'llug |
powers., he ceased to retreat and charged
nis antagonist A single backward step
would now bring Tom's feet over the edge

|
make |
|
|

let me go'”
struggling n vain to free

of the flight.

Letla, keeping as close to them as the
reeling bodle= and flalling arms wouid |
permit, saw her husband's sudden peril, |

“Tom!" she shrieked, springing to his|
fide. “Look out! The stairs sre just
behind you.™ |

Carter heard. Instinctively, on the |

very edge of the stair-top,
ped, eluding Brent's rush.
But Lella

he sidestep-

was not o fortunate. Bea- |
fore she could spring aside the 11 force
of Brent's forward-flung body struck

her.
Lifted clear off her feet by the im-

pact she was hurled backward Hal-
sey Brent, clutching at the banister
rall to save himself from falling.

her reel over the stalr-edgs, throw
her white iittle hands in a
to regain her balance—and fal!
Down the steep stairs rolled the help- |
less  white figure. etriking heavily |
against the newel-post at the bottom of
the flight. and then lying stranczely stil] |
in a huddled heap on the polished oor of |
the hallway, |
“She—ehe is stunned!’ muttered Brent.
Incoherently. |
But Tom Carter knew belter. He had |
looked on death before now. Kneeling |
besice the pitifully Inert form and Enz- |
ing down into the lifeless face, he ETC&N. |
ed In dull horror:
“No. She iz dead!"
(END OF FIFTH ETORY.)

“The stars Incline, but do not compel *

HOROSCOPE.

Sunday, June 4, 1914,

Caution rhould guide todav Ac-
cording to astrology Venus and the
Sun are In benefic aspect in the eariv,
hours and Saturn and Jupiter exerciss |
sinister power later.

Women have a falrly good influ-
ence to direct their love affairs, espe-
clally where men of wealth and posl-
tion are concerned '

There is a fortunate sign for the
week In soclal affairs Banquets,
public mestings and educatlonal as-
semblies have a favorable forecast

Women have the prognostication of
success In new ventures. They will
serve In places where they will gain
fame and power.

While the stars long have presaged
vast expenditures in naval and mili-
tary channels, the seers declare that
the nation will not become involved in
a grave war.

Again increase in taxes
and agitation among
spread.

Warning is given against the organ-
ization of well-meaning persons who
will retard important national move-
menfs and cause serlous uprisings in
certain parts of the country.

There is a forbidding Influence
where banking and speculation is con-
cerned. Heavy - losses and sudden
fluctuations of values are indicated.
Foreign loans have not a good oul-

is foretold
socialists  will

The death of a famous statesman is
prognosticated. His loss will come au
a critical moment in national affairs

Astrologers forecast new complica-
tions in regard to ocean warfare. Au-

| ponE-in-lnw
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TYPES

By SARA MOORE.

FIVE WOMEN.

(A parade of 45,000 mem and women
of various trades, all striking for bet-
fter woges, shorter working howrs or
samitary smprovements in workshops
where clothing is made, marches down
Fifth ovenue during the fashionable
hour for the afternoon promemade.)

FIRST WOMAN (emerging from an
exclusive shop, sccompanied by s foot-
man and mald)—Where's Otto? I told
him to have the car here promptly at
three. [ suppose he's been delayed by
this. Why, every bamner I have seen
is sgainst war! It just goes to show
the ingratitude of foreignern. We let
the emigrants into our country and gles
them work and educate thelr miserabile
children and look what they do as soon
as they get a foothold What's that—
‘WE WANT FREEDOM FOR ALL PER.
SECUTED PEOFLEE.' Freedom, Indeed’
A lot that crowd knows about govern-
ment. ‘SHORTER HOURS, SANITARY
SHOPS —Always whining. Always shirk-
Ing honest labor! Did you ever see such
w looking group?

SECOND WOMAN (a debutants, jn a
¥5.000 motor car, filled with young irls
all wearing corsage bouquels and fresh
from & luncheon at the Ritz)—What's
the excitement? A strike® Oh, what
£ What did that sign read® DO YOU

fun!
KENOW YOUR GARMENTS ARE MADE

IN THE BEDROOMS OF THE WORK-
ERST Mercy! Who'd wear things such
grubby looking people make? Girls

marching, too For goodness sake

look

jat that one with the blue shoes and red

roses {0 her hat Did you ever In your
ife see such a figure—and the shoes are
hurting her. Let's turn the machine and
€0 back nlong the line so we can ses It
all. It's a scream—why, IU's more fun
than a circus -

THIRD WOMAN
woman in black,
tive)—They

(& nice old gentle-
clegant but conserva-
are mostly Soclalists and
against war! What ia this world coming
to? Well, {f the United States does fight
it can get along without them. And whe
are they to sct their opinlon agalnst the
Lest men in the country® Both of my
and my husband are all for
preparedness—all the respectable people
Y have no idea how Tom wo:ries
about the Germans! But these—Look

them  IMd you ever see such unat-
ctive tvpes™ Criminals, 1 should say
—hnol a stralght, clean-cut man among
them. And the women—It fust goes to
show what feminism has done. A
" ar place i in the home: it alwavs
was and it aiwavse will be. You ecan sesa
for wi ==lf our best girls don't go into
the stores and shops and get to lnok

are

at

g |

|course like that and bold—In my &

1 never, never, went on the
gtreet alone

without their mothers—even
in the middle classes Now—just see,
in all those—indelicate faces—what going

into b ess does
FOURTH WOMAN (with a sheaf of
Copy paper In one hand, trying to pre-

{tend that she !s getting dust out of her

|eyes b

poking them with the finger of

A gri'ay white glovel—Lord, wouldn't I

ke to write it as T see i1° And wouldn't

the city editor have a fit {f T 414” There
goes Mr= who was in Helgian re-
lief work. Ehe—she never even turned
her head 1o look mt the crowd  Aren't
the girls bully® You know, a girl In
that =s who gels the reputation of
being strong minded losea her chances
of matrimons Somelimes It means an
I popularity

unionism,

a Eir] to fome out
“Pn rednoess

Hat E

¥
Hke

pensations—=s; gh—=atch that cou-
rle in t jewelers' divizion holding
hands’ T imagine a girl would maks a

pretiy good pal to her hushand when

she has gone through a struggle like

that with him. Thex've been striking
twelve weeks. They look hungry. Poor
—Have vou notired—not & man I the
parade as tall as 1 am  All of them
twisted. or stunted, or harried Forty
thousand zouis marching. and have you
noticed—every last one of them is round
shouldered”
FIFTH WOMAN (wrapped 'n a hlack
shawl, her calloused twigted fingers
lnsped at the waist line of her battered
figure)—0Oh aind’t 1t grand”® I am tor
in 1. but mine Ab's and mine
Rosrle und ine Lena they march—Ach.

fne' roud of

It's
thess poor peopls
country to

nue whers {g

just swell
ot & right In t
up the swell v

the

i*terines and shovers

ples round Yah, =0 1t

the betler classes. Thevy can see now

what it s we are telling them. Wa

gotta educate them Right away thes

know something., they make 't better

A all the ewell hanners show off It
their fault thes t do nothine
don’'t come down d see und
n vou Know a ties and ewel

dances and 8o much p sanines=® Ths

parade thev can =re r themaelves, with-

Wit no unpla
make |t ghdt when
H and smart the vou
gh or nothing. You should see mine
wouldn® 3

AWRY

they

W

ow noth
t I Rues
and under
it ewel]?

FANDYS

Built for American Homes< by 50.000
Americans.
* U ation of “Heart Throbe" has
tonjshing revelation 1o 1
ns met with more 1h

TWO BOCKS

- g w., extending

r the g “herever Lhe

sunge i= Contalning

tETy &-?-‘.h:'.mn.- of thousands, It
nenref®to satisfying the averags human
heart than anything of 1t Kind ever puh-
lithed before in any language More
than ree hundred thousand coples have

been enld by the publishers at the regu-
far retail value of £ for the two volumes
Orly by a combination of the great dally
newspapers of the ecountry in sn en-
deavor prezent spomething of mre
merit to their readers, 15 it possible to
place these books at what is really leas
than first cost to produce. p The dress of
the volumes has been greatly improved
resulting In two of the handsomest pro-
ductions of the bookbinder's art ever
brought ouit, The work is really an edl
tlon de luxe designed especially for 1
readers of the dally presea The b
can be seen and obtalned at our o
and the coupon elsewhere in this paper
explaing the small distributing cost
accompany the coupons.

1o

to

gust Is likely to be & month of in
creased apxiety

Peace rumors will multiply during
the next few weeks, it Is predicted
but they will bring nothing de te
or decisive to ease the horror of the

European war.

The desth of some prominent
sqn in Mexico is prophesied snd
wiil have far-reaching significance
is said

Persons whose birthdate it (= have
rather 8 warning sign. Quarrels and
misunderstandings may cause loss of
money.

Children born on thig day sre likely
to be great favorites. These subjects
of Gemini may be inclined to too

per-
this
it

| much generopity.
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